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From a certain DOCTOR 


Eos ein great LOR D: 
BEING A 


Chriftmas-Box for D. D. -ny. 


Palatinæ Cultor facunde Minerva, 

Tagenio frueris qui propiore Dei. A 
Nam tibi naſcentes DOMINI cognoſcere Coney D 

Et ſecreta Des: Pectora nôſſe lice. 
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8 2 will not attend on leſs, : 
When Things of more Importance 
4 | (p reſs : 

' You can't, grave Sir, believe it hard, | 

That you, a low Hibernian Bard, ; 

Shou'd cool your Heels a while, and wait 

Unanſwer'd at your Patron's Gate; 

And wou'd my Lord vouchſafe to grant 

This one, poor, humble Boon 1 want, | * ol 

Free Leave to play his Secretary, © .. "ol 

As Falftaf acted old King ares > ' 1 

Id tell of yours in Rhyme and Print:: 
Folks ſhrug, and cry, There's n e 3 


And after ſeveral Readings aver, 3 
It ſhines maſt in the MadſeCover: 52, IF — 5 
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With mean Degrees of Wit and e 
6 Nor will my Lord ſo far Beguile 


To make it paſs upon the Nation, 


8 
e Sad 00 * a Taſte dipenſe 


The Wiſe and Learned of our Iſe; 


By Dint of his ſole Approbation. 


The Task is Arduous, Patrons find, 


To warp the Senſe of all Mankind : 
Who think your Muſe mult firſt api 1 


Y E're he advance the Doctor bigber. | 


You've Cauſe to ſay he meant you well - 


i That yoù are thankful who can tell? {© 
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For ſtill you're ſhort (which grieves your Spirit) 
C- Of his Intent, you mean, your Merit. | 


Ah! Quanto retius, Tu Adepte, 
Qui nil moliris tam mepie ? 


S medley, thou Jonathan of haber, 


« When thou thy humble Lays do'ſt offer 


C TO Gs Grace, with grateful Heart; 


<. Thy Thanks and Verſe, devoid of Art: 
& Content with what his Bounty gave, 


. 5 40 No larger Income doſt thou Craye. 50 
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But you muſt have Caſcades, and all 
Ierna's Lake, for your Canal, i 
Your Viſtos, Barges, and (A Pox on 


All Pride) our Speaker for your Coxon : 


It's Pity that he can't beſtow you 


Twelve Commoners in Caps to Row your: 
Thus Edgar proud, in Days of Tore, 


Held Monarchs labouring at the Oar 
And as he paſs'd, ſo ſwell'd the Dee 
Inrag d, as Ern would do at thee. 


How Arten! is this from Smedley ? 
(His Name is up, he may in Bed lye) 
Who only asks ſome pretty Cure, 
In wholeſome Soil and Æther Pure; 
The Garden ftor'd with artleſs F lowers, 
In either Angle ſhady Bowers: 
& No gay Parterre with coſtly Green, 
« Muſt in the Ambient Hedge be ſeen; 


But Nature freely takes her Courſe, = 
“ Nor fears from him ungrateful Force: 
© No Sheers to check ber ſprouting Vigour, 5 


60 Or ops the Tews \ to Antick Fi ine. 


But you forſooth, your All muſt ſquander, mW 4 
On chat poor Spot, call d * ile, onder . 
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And when you! ye to at vaſt Expences 
In Whims, Parterres, Canals and Fences : 
. Your Aſſets fail, andCaſh is wanting 
For farther Buildings, farther Planting, 
No wonder when you raiſe and level, 
Think this Wall low, and that Wall beyel. 
Here a convenient Box you found, 
5 Which you demoliſh'd to the Ground: 
Then Built, then took up with your Arbour, | 
And ſet the Houſe to R. Bomber. 
Lou ſprung an Arch, which in a Scurvy 
Humour, you tumbled Topſy Turvy. 
You change a Circle to a Square, 
Then to a Circle, as you were : 
| Who can imagine whence the Fund is, 
That you Quadrata change Rotundis? 


To Fame a Temple you Erect, 
A Hora does the Dome protect; 
Mounts, Walks, on high; and in a Hollow 
You place the Muſes and Apollo 
| There ſbining midſt his Tmin: to Grace 
Jour Whimical, Poetick Place. 


Theſe Stories were, of old, "ie 4 
A * ; Bur you have ref „ 
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The Poets Mythologick Dreams, 

To real Muſes, Gods, and Streams. 

Who wou'd not ſwear, when you contrive hits 
That you' te Don Quixote Redivivus ? 1 


Beneath a dry Canal there lies, 
Which only Winter's Rain ſupplies. | 
Oh! cou'd'ft thou, by ſome Magick Spell; 
Hither convey St. Patrick's Well; 
Here may it re-aſſume its Stream, 
And take a Sen Patrick's Name. 


If your 88 riſe ſo high; 
What Income can your Wants er 
yet ſtill you fancy you inherit 
A Fund of ſuch Superior Merit, 
That you can't fail of more Prov 
All by my Lady's kind Deciſion. 
For the more Livings you can fiſh up, 


Vou think you II ſooner Be a Bifhop : ö „ 
That cou'd not be my Lord's Intent, Th DE 
Nor can it anſwer in the Event. . 7" 
Moſt think what his bern heap'd e 1 
To other ſort of Folk was 1 „ 1 
The Rewards too great for your cli run, 5 e a | 
Epifiles, Riddles, Epigrans. 1 
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Tho- now your Depth muſt not be Sounded, 
The Time was, when you'd have e e 


For leſs than CHARLY GRATTAN's School: 
Five hundred Pound a Vear's no Fool. 


Take this Advice then from your Friend, 
To Your Ambitition put an End. 
Be frugal, Pati: pay what you owe, e. 
Before you Build and You Beftow. . 
Be Modeſt; nor Addreſs your Betters 
With Begging, Vain, Familiar Letters. 


* A Paſſage may be found, Pve heard, 
In ſome old Greek or Latian Bard, 
Which ſays, wou'd Crows in Silence eat 
Their Offals, or their better Meat, 
Their generous Feeders not provoking 
Buy loud and unharmonious Croaking: 
They might, unhurt by Envy's Claws, 
Live on, and Stuff, to Boot, their Maws. 


9 5 vid. Hor. Libs 1. Ep. 17. 
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